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need not, as some others, epistles of commendation

to you or letters of commendation from you/' and

while I said this, the preacher stretched his face I

don't know how long. I got somewhat afraid of

him. I though he had gone crazy, for with a long

and loud o-o-o-h, he ran out of the house and his

brethren followed him in silence, and I saw them

no more to this day.

Now I gave up all hopes of finding any one in

that great city that feared God, and my distress

greatly increased. I groaned and wept sometime,

so that I was sick and wearied with groanings that

cannot be uttered, and my eyes pained me with

weeping. Oh for a place on earth where I could be

by myself. Everything and every one in this large

city seemed to be against me. I cried to God, but

he heard not; to the Most High I brought my com-

plaints, but he gave me no answer. Dear children

of God, if any of you have been similarly tried you,

can understand what I am talking about.

Five months we had now been in Cincinnati, and

had not been able to pay off one cent of our great

debt. Look which way I Would I saw no help. I

was hedged in on all sides with nothing but rebel-

lion and sin in my heart. But, oh, blessed be his

dear and most precious name, the Lord soon broke

the snare asunder ! He sent deliverance t(^the poor

captive. He appeared in loving kindness and light,

life and liberty were abundantly enjoyed for a long


